HONGKONG—MACAO
neither she nor the rest of the family seemed to mind the
bees at all. She hobbled off, muttering to herself. 6If we'd
been Japanese', I told Auden, 'this could be turned into
a first-class atrocity story.'
Because of the bees we had to sit outside in the hot sun
drinking bowls of icy spring-water, and eating bean-cakes.
The water tasted delicious. It was the first we had drunk,
unboiled, since we entered China.
At the summit of the pass, which is 4,000 feet high,
we stopped again and waited for the others to catch
up with us. The long climb, like Life, had strung them
out. Already it was possible to predict how they would
behave during the rest of the journey. A. W. Kao and Shi en,
the radio-expert, were wiry and tough; T. Y. Liu and
Ching were going to be the lame ducks, T. Y., who had
told us yesterday that he could walk a hundred li a day,
was now complaining that he hadn't slept well, and that
a horse had trodden on his foot. He sat sulkily huddled in
one of the chairs, his yellow goblin face shrunken to a
pair of cheek-bones and a pout of misery. A. W. Kao was
unsympathetic. 6A horse trod on my foot, too,' he said
scornfully, 'but I don't mind!' Poor Ching was too ex-
hausted to be able to utter a word. He had plodded all
the way on foot and looked as if he had lost pounds of
weight already. Fleming, seeing his distress, suggested
that he should give up the march and return to Tien-mu-
shan on one of the horses. This he indignantly refused.
On our way down the other side of the pass Auden and
I tried riding in the chairs. But this was nearly as tiring
as walking, for our bearers were obliged to tilt us at such
acute angles, as they stepped expertly down from rock to
rock, that we had to strain every muscle to prevent our-
selves from falling out. So we took to our feet again. At
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